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And even so it happened After a few hours'
sleep I was awaked by a loud commotion on
deck; men rushing in every direction, and
clamouring after a fashion which probably would
not be tolerated on board an English man-of-
war during a wreck. It was that cold dreary
hour of grey dawn which precedes sunrise ; but
there was light enough for me to seo that, just
at the entrance of the bay of Smyrna, we had
got too near the shore, and that, although there
were no rocks near us, there were abundance
of shoals, from which it is not easy to extricate
a ship that has run aground. We saved our-
selves from that misfortune by flinging out an
anchor just in time ; but when., on getting the
vessel round, we endeavoured to raise that
anchor, we found that this was no easy matter.
<4-& English ship, which lay rocking in the
shadow hard" by, sent off a boat to our
assistance ; the joint exertions, however,, of
our own crew and of our friends proved
ineffectual ; and after losing an hour wo
were obliged to proceed upon our way, leaving